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One 


Author's Notes: 

Thanks as always to Dramady for her beta work *hugs*. This is a step back in time for me; | probably 
started this a couple of years or so ago. Hopefully you can\'t tell where the join is *g*. It was nice to work 
with these guys again. 


Timeline Notes: Just to give some idea of when this is set. Rob left Judas Priest in |94 eventually coming out 


in an interview with MTV in 1998. Bruce left Iron Maiden in 1993. Bruce returned to Maiden in 1999 and Rob to 
Priest in 2003. 


The empty water glass on the bedside table hits the floor as | reach for the phone. | can't even summon the 


energy to growl at who ever woke me up. 
"Lo?" Can't be polite either. 


"What the fuck did you do, mate?" 


I's a voice that | haven't heard really in.. what? Five, six years. And not with that level of concern in it coming 
across the line in longer than that. It certainly didn't sound anything like that the last time something similar 
was said. 

Fuck. It's 5am. I'm not dealing with this now. 


"Do you know what the fucking time is here? It's sodding five am..." 


He cuts across my rant.".. Yeah | know and LAX is still as much of a shithole at five in the morning as it is 


at any other time. Now tell me where you are so | can get the hell out of here." 
What? 
"Why?" 


Never let it be said I'm not blunt. Especially when l'm annoyed and or in shock The sigh on the other end of 
the line is heavy. 


"You either did something very stupid or very fucking brave and | thought you might want some company.” 
"Oh." | mumble my address to him and the line goes dead on a ‘see ya’. 

Ten minutes later, I'm downstairs with a mug of tea, the one thing | still bother to get shipped over, drumming 
my nails against the side of it, twitching, waiting for the doorbell. When it comes? Well, let's just say a cat on 


a hot tin roof has nothing on me. 


Bruce hasn't changed much and it's not as though we haven't had any contact. The hair's shorter but then 


again l'm bald so who am | to complain? 


Stepping to the side to let him in, | let the door slam as we stand across from each other. | don't know what 


to say or even how to start and I'm suffocating in the silence. 


"Sorry." It's almost mumbled and he's looking at his feet but he says it and | hear it. | can't play dumb. | know 
what he's apologising for. 


Then I'm drowning in chocolate eyes. 
"| shouldn't have said the things | did." My turn to jump in this time. 


"We both said things. Old stuff. Stuff that shouldn't have brought up.." 


Our words fight each other trying to be heard. 


| was only trying to protect you, keep you safe." 

We're still talking at the same time, even though we're both listening. 

"| know...” 

"| know." We both stop, almost laughing. It's been too long and | think we both know it. 

"Come on." | start back toward the kitchen, grabbing his bag as | go. "tea? Coffee? Squash? Juice?" 

"Tea's good as long as it's not that crap they serve on the plane." Even though he's behind me, it's not difficult 
to see Bruce rolling his eyes. There's this rumour going round that he's thinking of going for his commercial 
pilots licence just so he can get decent food while travelling. 

"What you grinning at?" 

Just hearing the laughter in that voice makes me realise just how much I've missed it, just how much I've 
been fooling myself these last years. Damn | fucking miss him. "You, what else?" I'll keep this light if it kills me. 
Now let's see if | can remember how he likes his tea. 


Bruce snorts. "Some things never change." 


I'm beginning to feel like a fourteen year old with their first crush. Wonder what he'd do if | kissed him? Nah 
don't go there, Halford. 


“Something to eat?" | offer. Looking over the mug of tea in his hand Bruce shrugs. 

"Wouldn't mind, if its no bother?" 

He's right. Some things never change. A simple yes would have worked. Though somehow | don't think he'd let 
me walk all over him these days. There's this strength about him and that's something | know that comes 
from being solo and | don't know whether that flutter of annoyance was from the way he answered the 
question or from the fact that | wasn't there to support him. 

"You alright, mate?" 

Umm.. more or less. "Yeah why?" 


"You just hissed and winced a bit." 


Damn and fuck, now what do | say? "An old reminder..." 


Bruce smiles his hand reaching for and touching mine. 
"Still catches up with you, doesn't it?" 


| don't know who he's talking about; him, me or the both but | do know now he understands, which is not 
something | knew back then. 


Twisting my hand just a little has his thumb skating patterns across my palm. | don't say anything in answer 
to his question, | don't have to. | couldn't really. I'm holding my breath waiting for his answer to mine. 


The slight thud of his mug on the table seems to echo around the kitchen as he takes my own drink from 


fingers that now seem to refuse to work 
"Food can wait. It's been too many years." 
With that | have him in lap, lips on mine demanding not giving me the chance to say no, even if | wanted to. 


His hair may be shorter but | can still wind my fingers through it just, and he tastes so fucking good, not 
quite like | remember; different but still the same. Bruce twists in my lap so he's sat astride me, one hand 
cupping the back of my head. The other hand has nails scratching over my scalp and down my neck 


| press back into the touch. Seems I've found another kink, his nails digging into my scalp, but then again Bruce 
Dickinson always was my kink and my biggest weakness. What | forgot was he was my biggest strength, too. 


As the kiss breaks, a growl hangs in the air between us. l'm not sure whose it is, his or mine. But it's threaded 
through with need, a verbal indication of what we already know and can feel. I'm hard underneath his ass and 


Bruce is hard against my stomach. 


Words aren't needed between us for this; they never were. It was just everything else that got fucked up, 
when we.. | stopped listening. He wriggles in my lap getting shoes and jeans off without really moving off as well 


as getting me unzipped somehow. 

Deep brown almost black eyes meet mine; | can see the question in them. 

"lve tested clean." 

He nods leaning forward so that his lips are a mere breath away from mine. "And it wouldn't matter if you 
hadn't; we'd deal." His lips touch mine and | almost miss the ‘only you' before the kiss. The growl is now 
definitely mine and it's as possessive as all hell, echoing the heat burning me up and covering the deeper 


emotion of what he'd just said. 


Bruce spits, fists me twice, and that's the only warning as he opens to me. It's so slow, so fucking slow as he 
takes me, his eyes holding mine | can see the pain of not having done this in a long while but also over, under 


and through that there's Bruce's fire, that fire that | haven't seen in years, a fire that touches and licks 


around those smouldering in me. The heat that burns for Bruce only. 


Resting on my lap, my cock up his ass, he grins and howls one of those wild Dickinson screams which makes 
me laugh, a real deep belly laugh the kind that cleans pain, stress and sadness out. And it the only warning | 
get before he moves and moves hard and fast, hissing in pain for moment as he uses my cock to really pry 


himself open before those sounds become moans and whimpers. 


This isn't going to last long; neither of us want it to. We can make love later but right now this isn't about 
that, it's about reconnecting and for us that connection was never gentle. We did do gentle and we will do 


gentle, just not right now. 


My sounds are becoming constant right about now, so are Bruce's. | can feel him starting to flutter round me, 
the muscles tightening, my hand comes around his cock matching his rhythm or what's left of it. Bruce 
screams again, the sound this time almost quiet compared to the stage roar of earlier as he comes, my t- 


shirt now a rag and | couldn't give a fuck 


His release drags mine through me and his name echoes off the walls. My scream can match his any day of 


the week. 


He wiggles me out of my shirt as | slip free from him, the shirt getting thrown in the corner before he rests 
against me, my arms wrapping around him his head against my shoulder. | brush my hand over his hair and 
down his back and Bruce moves in even closer. | can feel him hiding a yawn against my skin | smile but don't 


say anything, continuing to pet. 


| may have been wrong but I'm sure | heard the word ‘home’ mumbled just before sleep took him. And yeah | 


might be getting cramp in my legs and back, but you know what it'd take a hurricane to move me right now. 


